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the war with Impunity. He was never to forget them. It is
the tormenting homesickness suffered by all the colonials
who have given up their hearts to that exotic land. Franco
had engraved on his retina scenes that would never erase
themselves. His soul was conditioned and propitious to a
restlessness that Spain would not satisfy. On his memory
there weighed constantly the remembrance of those who
were left behind, on the plains of El Caret, in the mountains
of Tetuan, battling the Moor, living the uncertain hours of
the campaign. The call of Africa echoed in his soul, first
timid and insinuating, and then as the fascination of a
mirage, ensnaring him within its deadly grip. Africa!
Lethargic plains, under a blazing sun, roads through
ravines, desolation, verdure of the gardens of Tetuan, the
white balconies of Ceuta over the Straits of Gibraltar, pulse
of the world. And far beyond all this, the mystery. The
mystery of the sacred forests of Beni-Ar6s, the impenetrable
secret of Xauen, the unknown lands of Axdir, roads that
had never felt the tread of Europeans and nights with
bonfires on the mountain-tops, calling to war.
Franco already had in his veins the poison of Africa, the
magic that had bewitched so many mortals who peered
at the continent in curiosity or came to it as merchants or
as warriors, remaining captives there for ever. The un-
fathomable mystery of Africa, that watches over its secrets;
with its clear, transparent nights, its suffocating, scorching
days, its languid, sighing cadences, and the flaming passion
in its burning, spying eyes. Major Franco had on file per-
manently a petition to return to Africa; and to Africa he
returned.